watching the globe swelling and tugging at Its ropes^
watched John Sartorls In a faded flannel shirt and
corduroy breeches while the carnival man explained the
rip-cord and the parachute to him; stood there feeling
her breath going out faster than she could draw It In
again^ and watched the thing lurch Into the air with
John sitting on a frail trapeze bar swinging beneath it,
with eyes she could not close; saw the balloon and
people and all swirl slowly upward and then found
herself clinging to Horace bellind the shelter of a
wagon, trying to get her breath*

He landed three miles away in a brier thicket and
disengaged the parachute and regained the road and
hailed a passing negro in a wagon. A mile from town
they met old Bayard driving furiously in the carriage,
and the two vehicles stopped side by side In the road
while old Bayard in the one exhausted the accumulate
fury of his rage and in the other his grandson sat In
his shredded clothesf and on his scratched face that look
of one who has gained for an Instant a desire so fine
that Its escape was a purification, not a loss-

The next day, as she was passing a store9 he emerged
with that abrupt violence which he had In common with
his brother, pulling short up to avoid a collision with
her,

"Oh, ex------Why 9 hello/9 he saicL Beneath the criss-
crosses of tape his face was merry and bold and wild,
and he wore no hat. For a moment she gazed at him
with wide, hopeless eyes5 then she clapped her hand to
her mouth and went swiftly on9 almost running.

Then he was gone9 with his brother^ shut away by
the war as two noisy dogs are penned In a kennel far
away. Miss Jenny gave her news of them, of the dull,
dutiful letters they sent home at sparse Intervals; then
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